Windows 


A Philosophy for my Family 


The dead are dead, then let them be. 

Conjure for me no wandering spirit 

To titillate my idle curiosity. 

I live, and my business is with the living. 

Let me experience this part of my existence 

In the pattern of infinity, 

Take joy in sharing life 

With living things, 

Live, not just wait between the twin gates 

Of my existence here. 

And if, when the gate behind me closes 

I find another life beyond for me to live 

Then that will be another life 

And not a death for those I left behind to mourn. 
Or say an endless sleep shall be my second state— 
Why, no one weeps at each day’s end 

When I bid all, “Good-night.” 


The New House 


This house to which I’ve given so much of me 
Returns a nundredfoid my time and energy 

By being now a place in which I love to be. 

I revel in the warmth and colour and the family things 
That we have lovingly collected round us. 

But it’s as though I’d given birth again— 

This home I’ve helped create and which I love 
Consumes me utterly, makes such demands on me 

Tt leaves me as a child would— 

Drained and yet fulfilled. Satisfied still 

I bear it no ill-will— 

How could 1? It gives me too much happiness. 

But lam once again that contented mother wren 
Flying low, and seldom now consumed 

With restless energy that J must channel into creativity. 
Oh, I could drift along like this indefinitely 

Except that there’s a part of me that longs to soar. 


Once Rhondda’s valleys ali were green, 

A pastoral scene of green and mountain flowers, 
Till coal tips came and spread their grimy towers, 
And took its green away 

And took its green. 


Grey terraces then snaked across grey hills. 

The Taff’s coal-blackness oozed below the track 
Where trucks clanked down to Cardiff Docks and back 
To take the coal away 

To take the coal. 


The mines enriched a few rich men, 

Gave whole communities a meagre sustenance, 
Afforded miners for their sweat, some recompense, 
And took their lives away 

And took their lives. 


The coal bonanza’s end then closed the pits 
Where miners’ bread had been so dearly bought 
But Education was the golden passport 

That took their children hence 

That took their children. 


Now, old men gaze at the Park and Dare 
Or sit on the steps of the Workmen’s Hall 
Reflecting bitterly how “They” took all 
And left the Rhondda bare 

And left the Rhondda. 


Once Rhondda’s valleys all were green, 

A pastoral scene of green and mountain flowers, 
Till coal tips came and spread their grimy towers, 
And took its green away 

And took its green. 


Grey terraces then snaked across grey hills. 

The Taff’s coal-blackness oozed below the track 

Where trucks clanked down to Cardiff Docks and back 
To take the coal away 

To take the coal. 


The mines enriched a few rich men, 

Gave whole communities a meagre sustenance, 
Afforded miners for their sweat, some recompense, 
And took their lives away 

And took their lives. 


The coal bonanza’s end then closed the pits 
Where miners’ bread had been so dearly bought 
But Education was the golden passport 

That took their children hence 

That took their children. 


Now, old men gaze at the Park and Dare 
Or sit on the steps of the Workmen’s Hall 
Reflecting bitterly how “They” took all 
And left the Rhondda bare 

And left the Rhondda. 


